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I have not been half so sick since we left
Madeira, and there are only three days on
which I have not dined upstairs ; but still it is
a detestable life. I arn always more or less
giddy, and never can read or occupy myself
for five minutes without growing worse ; so
that makes the days long, and the nights are
long of themselves, for the noise and heat
make it impossible to sleep much. The creak-
ing of the bulkheads and staircases grew so
intolerable, that Captain Grey was forced at
last into taking sfrne active measures; and it
was really true that, except a next neighbour,
no two people could hear each other speak in
the same cabin. Now, the creaking is not
more than is agreeable, so as to harmonise with
the other noises of the ship. I wonder whether
George would have come if he had known the
full extent of the horrors of the voyage. I
make a point of asking him constantly, cDo
you give it up ?' and though he has not said
yes, yet I think he must at last, and let us
go home again. The whole thing is such a
thorough take in! Sometimes the wind is
favourable, and then everybody goes fussing
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